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	Blizzard

Disclaimer: anything you recognize is the property of J.K. Rowling.

"You're asking yourself whether you are a wild beast, or else a saint,  
>But you are both the one and the other,<br>And so many other things, too.  
>You are infinitely many.<br>The one who mocks, the one who hurts.  
>The one who loves, the one who searches,<br>And all the other ones, together.  
>Make mistakes, be imprudent, all is not brittle.<br>Do not expect anything from anyone other than yourself,  
>Because you are sacred, because you are alive.<br>Because the most important thing is not what you are, but what you have chosen to be."

(Translation of _Blizzard, _by Fauve)

"Hertford's? _Hertford's Academy of the Arts_? You _cannot_ be serious, Ginny".

Two cloaked figures hurried down a wet and dark side street of the densely built London. The few people they passed kept their distance from them, and their heads down. The somewhat shorter silhouette leant towards her companion, whispering swiftly. "What, _now_ you get cold feet? We have been doing this for years, Hermione, where's your sense of adventure?"

"I left it at the abbey, where the chance of getting caught is significantly reduced. I will pick old, almost blind monks over terrifying teachers prowling the halls, thank you very much." She aimed a teasing glance at her friend. "And, as you pointed out, we have been doing this for years. This is hardly an adventure, anymore."

The hushed conversation was put on hold as the women approached a tavern. A rusty sign reading "The Hog's Head" was the only visible indicator the building was different from the adjacent foul houses. As the women lowered their hoods, one could discern a mass of wild, curly hair fighting to escape the bonds of a hasty hairdo, and a shock of bright red hair braided in a loose plait.

"You saw the register. We need that book, and Hertford's Library is the only place we can get it", said Ginny as she pushed the door open. She barely registered the wave of loud voices – laughing, jeering, singing – and odours – rum, piss, smoke – crashing over the two girls as she set foot in the shabby pub.

Ginny turned to Hermione before walking in. "Remember our aim, you need this, too", she hissed, looking into her friend's eye to ensure her message had gotten through to her. Hermione held her gaze, nodded imperceptibly, then walked ahead to the bar.

The pub boasted only a dozen round tables, a few booths, a large bar counter in the back and an upright piano against the left wall. A sailor had put his tin cup of wine on the top of the instrument as he sloppily played a simple tune, repeatedly. This did not seem to deter the surrounding customers, who happily and messily sang a well-known sailor's song. The pub was dark, cramped and smoky, but the two best friends knew, by habit, how to navigate it without being hit by various projectiles or enduring arse slaps.

Dodging a few drunken pub-goers, Hermione snatched an apron hanging from the side of the wooden bar counter, and chucked the second towards Ginny. The read-head caught it deftly and joined her friend behind the bar.

"We're taking over, Dumbledore!" Hermione called to the tall, respected pub-owner, who shot them a rare smile.

"Good night, girls" said Aberforth Dumbledore in his gruff voice, as he put down the bottle he'd just poured a glass from, and turned towards the door in the back leading to his room. Before entering, he called back, "The rum might need restocking. 'Tis all in the usual place". Without another word, he disappeared through the door in the corner.

The young women set to work, pouring mostly beer and rum to the pub-goers. As the night went on, and the drinks continued to flow, commands like, "Pour me a pint, will ya, sweetie?" were met with retorts like, "Drop the sweet names, arsehole, and pay up", or suggestions on how long to walk off a short pier.

When the last order had been called out, Hermione put her elbows on the counter, her head in her hands and sighed deeply, Ginny mimicking her. "It costs me to admit it, but you're right. We need that book." Ginny drew on the little energy she had left in her to lift her head from her hands, and shoot a smirk towards her friend, even though she couldn't see it. _Still worth it_, Ginny thought.

"That does _not_," Hermione intoned, "make this plan less crazy. This is Hertford's – _Hertford's_, Ginny, where we want to go if everything goes according to plan. I will help you to enter the Academy, but for the rest of it, you are on your own". She lifted her head and laid it sideways on her now clasped hands so she could look at her friend.

The older girl sighed and walked towards the door leading to their chambers. She shot over her shoulder, "We'll go tomorrow, we've got the afternoon shift, after all. I will be waiting for you here in the morning."

_Mission accomplished_, Ginny thought, following Hermione and soon collapsing into bed. _The hardest part, at least._

"_Que je sens de rudes combats…_ exclamation point. _Contre mon propre honneur…mon amour s'intéresse…_decimal mark". Mistress Babbling paced back and forth on her dais, book in hand. She occasionally walked down the aisles formed by the rows of desks, as she recited Pierre Corneille's dramatic monologue in a clear, high-pitched voice. "_Il faut venger un père…_decimal mark_…__et perdre une maîtresse…»._

In one of the biggest rooms of the Hertford Townhouse, a handful of young men hastened to copy the impromptu dictation. Bleak autumn light filtered in through the two high, heavily-draped windows on the far wall on either side of the blackboard, reflecting on the dark green walls with difficulty.

Harry stole a surreptitious glance at Ron's parchment, doubtful of the spelling of the French word for "lover".

"_Mister _Evans!"

Harry cringed at the strident cry of his professor, and slowly met her eyes, smiling guiltily. "I daresay I was _quite_ clear on the fact that any cheating would impact the grade of _both_ the perpetrator _and_ the victim." Harry could almost feel Ron's glare burning a hole on the side of his head. "I would have thought that should have been a deterrent enough, but I was clearly mistaken. That will be a zero for the two of you."

Harry gaped at the newfound harshness of his Language and Literature teacher. He quickly recovered, intent on pointing out the unfairness of her ruling. "Pardon me, Professor, but – "

"Evans, you are at Hertford's Academy of the Arts on very special conditions. I am merely disappointed in your apparent lack of appreciation of the fact.", the professor declared, and turned back to her dictation. Harry stoically ignored the students still staring at him, but shot an apologetic glance at his best friend. That earned him a look of understanding from Ron.

They were both in a similar situation, Ron and Harry. Ron's father held a moderately senior position at the town hall, but with six boys in the family, the brothers had had to attend the Academy on a scholarship, of sorts, granted by the mayor. The exclusive school had been created for the heirs of the most distinguished titles, with a mission to educate the children alongside their peers to acclimatize them to the world of politics. "Weasley" wasn't exactly the most noble-sounding name, and that, combined with the conditions of his enrolment, resulted in his black sheep status.

With the fate of his grade already decided, Harry was left to behold the large classroom. One would have thought that the classrooms should have been as luxurious as the exterior of the mansion suggested, bedecked with the finest silks and velvets, and the most ornate chandeliers, candleholders and ceiling cornices. Such a description only fit the corridors, halls and chambers, however. The classrooms were bare and dreary. The only adornment this one benefited from was a dark painting, hanging on the wall parallel to the professor's dais and the blackboard.

A distant bell suddenly rung and called them to the dining hall for lunch. Harry hastily jotted down _H. Evans_ and _Thursday 15__th__of September_ _1740 _at the bottom of the page, made a beeline for Babbling's desk and was the first student in the corridor, with Ron right behind him.

"Harry, you prick, can't you be more discreet when you ch– "

"You might want to take a hint one day, Potter." Harry sighed and turned around, resigning himself to the fact that Malfoy would never grow up. The blonde aristocrat stood a few paces away from the classroom door, sneering at him. "Even the professors know you shouldn't be here. Oh, and don't forget to bring the Weasel with you on your way out." He made a shooing gesture with one of his white gloved-hands.

"Are you really that obsessed with me, Malfoy?" said Harry in a bored voice.

"What are you on about?" Malfoy spluttered.

"We're seventeen, when are you going to move past the petty, unimaginative taunts? Christ, it is getting pathetic."

"In other words, kindly piss of, Malfoy", Ron concluded, taking Harry's arm and dragging him off.

"I mean it, Potter! You are born from vermin, _you_ are vermin, and your mere presence sullies this school!"

Harry didn't look back, having long since learned that replying to Malfoy's bigoted nonsense is often useless.

At lunch in the luxurious great hall however, Harry could not help mulling over the confrontation. As he and Ron sat a bit apart from the other Drama students, Harry leaned forwards over the table and whispered, "Do you think he actually knows something we don't, this time? He's never used my lineage as a taunt before, he doesn't know, _no one_ knows what class I was born to. Even _I _don't know where I come from!". His voice had risen ostensibly, and he glanced at Malfoy at the Sculpture students' table.

"Hawwy don' panic." Ron thankfully swallowed the quail and turnip in his mouth, which Harry had gotten a good view of, before answering calmly. "This is Malfoy we are talking about. He was probably just trying to get under your skin. Nothing new there. Then again…" He trailed off momentarily, then looked at Harry worriedly. "Then again, his dad is King Cornelius' advisor, so he might have gotten some inside nformation from him."

"Why would the King talk to Lucius Malfoy about me, of all people? That's ludicrous, Ron."

"Right. Well, I suppose Malfoy is full of shit, then, as usual." He shrugged and went back to his food.

"Yeah… Yeah, as usual. Well, hurry up then, or McGonagall will gut us for being late to Drama." Ron smiled and wolfed down what was left on his plate. Harry watched while waiting, not feeling very hungry, though not because of his friend's poor table manners.

_Alright, so this is the hard part_, Ginny admitted to herself as she jumped down from a window ledge and barely avoided knocking over a heavy-looking candle-holder. She steadied herself, squatting and holding her hands out as she struggled to calm her breathing.

When she felt under control again, she closed the window, ensuring Hermione had managed to leave the courtyard and the property without trouble. She started padding down the corridor soundlessly, relying on the feeble moonlight filtering in from the many windows she passed to light up her way. Having studied a map of the Academy she had snatched from the monks' library, she knew exactly where she had to go, but she had one pit stop to make first.

If their plan succeeded, she and Hermione would apply to Hertford's, and Ginny knew what course she wanted to study. She quietly walked towards the heavy double doors at the end of the corridor leading to the Italian-style theatre hall. A soft tune flowed from the room, and as Ginny pushed the doors open, she saw the source of it. Beyond the rows of burgundy seats, in the orchestra below the stage, a student still in his uniform was playing the pianoforte. She recognized the sonata as a Bach piece, and smiled at the familiarity.

Ginny slowly approached, intrigued. "A _mélomane_, are you?" she called over the slow, melodious music.

"A _mélomane_, are you?"

The feminine voice startled Harry, and he whirled around, staring at the figure standing in the semi-darkness of the parterre. She took a few steps forwards and dropped the hood of her travelling cloak, revealing a pale, freckled face framed by flaming red hair. Her appearance came as such a surprise, he could not even remember what she had asked him. He found himself staring at her, waiting for her to elaborate, or explain what the hell she was doing there.

"A _mélomane_; music lover. Your coat is maroon, not blue, so you're not a Music student."

She seemed to have deciphered his blank look, and taken pity of him. Her friendly explanation made him smile. "'Be it knight or be it knave / Fortune favours the brave'_._ My Drama teacher's favourite saying."

"I'm sure. Minerva McGonagall, right?", the girl asked and walked over to the piano and slightly leaned on it. Harry remembered then that she wasn't supposed to be there, and thought she seemed quite confident for an intruder.

"Right. Can I help you with something? I'm quite certain this is a boy's school." He looked up and down at her in jest. "Unless you are not telling me everything."

"I'm sure you would like nothing more than to engage procedures to make certain of my sex, Mr…?", she said inquiringly. She smirked she sat herself on the stool beside him, bumping her hip against his lightly as a signal for him to move over.

"Harry Evans. And far be it from me to engage such procedures, Miss…?"

"Ginny, Ginny will suffice." She put a small hand on the keys of the piano and pressed down, playing a low tune. "I have only ever heard Bach played on the harpsichord."

"I always thought the Goldberg Variations on the piano was a good combination for when my thoughts keep me from my sleep. At least since the school procured a piano, which was not so long ago," Harry said, and played the first few notes of Aria, waiting for Ginny to follow his lead and press the keys. He thought she sounded like a "_mélomane"_, herself.

His intuition proved to correct, because Ginny lifted her left hand and started playing the slow melody with him. "Yes, the harpsichord is hardly lullaby material," she said with an apparently ever-present smirk.

Harry stopped playing and turned to the pretty redhead. "Alright, Ginny. What are you doing here?"

Ginny turned to look him in the eye with a mischievous glint in hers. "I need a book from the library here. Badly. It's a matter of life and death. As in, a beautifully fulfilled life, or horrible blood bath. Will you help me?"

Her exaggeration was obvious, but Harry did not think he would be able to sleep, anyway. And he almost trusted her, a strange fact, considering he had only just met her. She looked fierce and impish, but not threatening, nor dangerously deceitful. Harry knew how to expel his last shred of doubt, though.

"I will, if you tell me why you need a book so badly."

A look of hesitance flickered on her face. She turned back to the piano and played a three-note tune before answering. "Alright. If you tell me how it comes that you play the piano."

Harry chuckled. "I don't think that's how a deal works, but I live to please," he smiled.
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End file.
